










̧༷̦ȄFBI̦ைऔ̳̻̈́ͩ “writing their own story”(8)̞̠࣐͂և̳̭ͬͥ͂́Ȅ๞͈ͣ਀́
ȶਭ̩̦͛ͣͦ̀͠ȷഥ̢̭̦̞̠ͣͦͥ͂̈́͢ͅȄƣུ൚͈໤ࢊƤܱ̳̭ͬ͂ͬࠨփ̱Ȅ̷ͦ
̦Leviathan͂࡞̠઀୰̹̞̠̈́̽͂ͅࠁ৆̞͈̜ͬ͂̽̀ͥ́ͥȃ̷͉̹ͦ͘Auster̦ȨThe
storyteller is a part of the story, even though he never uses the wordȨI.ȩ(The Art of HungerոئAH͂
ၞ̳ , 317)͂੆͓̞̠̀ͥ͢ͅȄPeter͉Sachs͈໤ࢊͬཚ̪ౙ̈́ͥࢊͤ਀͉̩́̈́Ȅ๞ু૸͈
໤ࢊ͜ཚ̞̞̩̭́͂͜փྙ̱̞̀ͥȃ








ȁPeter Auster͉໤ࢊͬࢊ̭̞ͥ͂̾̀ͅȄThe Art of Hunger͈̥̈́́Ȅ“At its best, detective 
¿FWLRQFDQEHRQHRIWKHSXUHVWDQGPRVWHQJDJLQJIRUPVRIVWRU\WHOOLQJ´͂ηΑΞςȜ઀୰̦
̽͂͜͜੗ଘ̈́ࢊ͈ͤࠁ৆̜́ͥ͂঵̻ષ̬̹ષ́Ȅ̯ͣͅ๞͈ै຦ͅఱ̧̈́גޣͬဓ̢̹
͈͉ȄΈςθൺდ͞୷࿡֚࿡໤ࢊ̨͈̠̤̈́͂͢დ̜́ͤĘ̤̏͂დ͉Ȅ“it’s the reader –or the 








ഴા̳ͥুဇ͈փྙ̞̾̀ͅඋ̧͙ٜ̞̞̹̞̀͂এ̠ȃুဇ͉ȄThe Statue of Liberty࣭͞ز
͈͂۾͈ͩͤಎ́੆͓̭̦ͣͦͥ͂ఉ̞͈́Ḙ͈̏ĳ̾ͬࡎ̱͂̀ࡉ̧̞̹̞̀ȃ







York͈փྙͬ࿚̠ܱম͈ಎ́ȄNew York̞̾̀ͅȄ“a living embodiment of what the United 







principles of international republicanism, but ''The New Colossus'' reinvented the statue's purpose, 
turning Liberty into a welcoming mother, a symbol of hope to the outcasts and downtrodden of the 
world. (“The City and the Country” The New York Times, September 9, 2002）
The New Colossus̳̻̈́ͩThe Statue of Liberty͉Ȅୃ৆ྴઠ͉ଷै৪̜́ͥBartholdi ু૸




ȁ̭̭́ুဇ͈੫૰͈రज̹࣫ͦ͘ͅথ̱͂̀ྴ̞ࣞȄEmma Lazarus͈“The New Colossus”
(1883)ͬત̱̹̞ٚȃ
Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,









"Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!" cries she
With silent lips. "Give me your tired, your poor,
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.
6HQGWKHVHWKHKRPHOHVVWHPSHVWWRVVHGWRPH
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!"















1  Joseph PulitzerȪ1847-1911ȫ



































2  Emma LazarusȪ1849~1887ȫ







͈থਬͬ੄ๅ்̳ͥ੃̈́থ૽̜̹̦́̽Ȅ੝ܢ͈ै຦͉ͅȄAdmetus and Other Poems (1871) ͅ







ȁĲĹĹĳාͅ๞੫͉ȄSongs of a Semite: The Dance to Death and Other Poemsͬอນ̱̞̀ͥȃΗ
ͼΠσͬࡉ̀͜ྶ̥̠ͣ̈́͢ͅḘ͈̏থਬ͉Γθࢊ௼̜́ͥξΘμ૽ͬޑ̩փে̱̹͈̜́͜





ȁ̹͘Ȅ“The Crowing of the Red Cock”͉ͅȄpogromͬএ̵ͩͥ࢕ࠊ̦ຝ̥̞ͦ̀ͥȃ
Across the Eastern sky has glowed
7KHÀLFNHURIDEORRGUHGGDZQ
Once more the clarion cock has crowed,
Once more the sword of Christ is drawn.




When the long roll of Christian guilt
Against his sires and kin is known,
7KHÀRRGRIWHDUVWKHOLIHEORRGVSLOW
The agony of ages shown,
ີ५ఱڠ૽໲ڠ໐ܮါ
－ 220 －
What oceans can the stain remove,
From Christian law and Christian love?
ȁ̭͈̠͢ͅ๞੫͈ಎͅȄξΘμ૽ทٺ̹̞̳ͥͅീͤ͂ξΘμ૽̱͈͂̀փে̦ٔ୆̢̾
̜̹̾̽ĲĹĹĴාͅȄBartholdi̦ুဇ͈੫૰͈రजͬै଼̳̹࣐̹ͥ͛̽ͅ঩߄ਬ͛ͅފႁ
̳̹ͥ͛ͅȄ๞੫̦੥̞̹থ̦ȨThe New Colossusȩ͈̜̈́́ͥȃ̭͈থ͉ȨCatalogue of the








ȁոષȄPulitzer͂Lazarus̞̠͂ඵ૽͈ξΘμ૽͉ȄThe Statue of Libertyͬ೒̱̀౷պͬಃ̩
͂͂͜ͅȄ࣭زۼ͈࿻ࢡ͈Ώϋδσ̜̹́̽The Statue of LibertyͬȄྦྷਤ͈ুဇ͈Ώϋδσ͒
͂་ယ̵̯͈ͥͅ਀ͬ఩̱̹͈̜́ͥȃ
C　 The New Colossus










߳́͘ the American Committee on the Statue of liberty̥ͣȄ੫૰௨͈୭౾ાਫ਼ͬȄ΄ό͹΢ȜΒ
















ྙͬै৪͉Ȅ“America has lost its way. Thoreau was the one man who could read the compass for us,







ͅၻ૤എ໶࿨ݵ๛͜෇̥̹͛ͣͦ̈́̽ȃȨ . . . the fact is I’m not opposed to all wars. Only to that
war.” (22)͂ࢊ̞̠̽̀ͥ͢ͅ๞̦ݵ๛̱̹͈͉Ȅķıාͅই̹̽͘αΠ΢θ୽௔̜́ͥȃఉ̩
͈৹৪̦Ȅ΃΢Θ͞πȜυΛῼ൪ཌ̳ͥಎ́Ȅ๞͉ȄȨI didn’t want to run away. I felt I had a




“You’d be surprised how much freedom that gives you.”(22) “The boundaries of my world 
had shrunk, but I was still alive, and as long as I could go on breathing and thinking my
thoughts, what difference did it make where I was?”(23)͂ࢊ̞̠̽̀ͥ͢ͅȄୈ૰എুဇ












ȁ̴͘Sachs૶ঊ͉໚௡͈̭͂́చၛ̳ͥȃSachs͈༦͉Ȅ“Visiting the Statue of Liberty isn’t like
playing in the backyard, . . . It's the symbol of our country, and we have to show it the proper respect.”(37)
͂Ȅুဇ͈੫૰͉ͺις΃͈Ώϋδσ̜́ͤȄࠉփͬ໡̫̞̫̞͈̺̥ͩ̈́ͦ͊̈́ͣȄ̷͢
̧࣐͈฼Βδϋͅฒ̞ΧͼΕΛ·Ά࣐̥̫̞̈́ͦ͊̈́ͣ̈́͂࿵̳ȃ༷֚Sachs͉ȨThere we
were, about to pay homage to the concept of freedom, and I myself was in chains. I lived in an absolute







̷͈ࡀ၌ͬੳ̻͈̜৾ͥ́ͥȃ๞ু૸ “It was the ¿rst major victory of my life. I felt as if I’d struck








͈ાͅजࣺ͚ͤȃ“But nothing was going to make me stand up on those stairs again. I’d have sooner































ΠĶıਔාܱͬැ̱̀Ȅ“Strengthen the Arm of Libertyȩ͈ΞȜζ́ਿ̹̽षͅȄĳıı̜͈ͤ͘τ
ίς΃̦ै଼̯ͦ̀஠ༀڎ౷ͅ࠺̹͈̜̀ͣͦ́ͥ͜ȃఈ͉Ȅ੸ުഎ̈́փྙࣣ̞͈ޑ̞͈́͜Ȅ
















































ιΛΓȜΐ͜ࠇ̬̞ͣͦ̀ͥȃ̷͈ಎ́ȄEmerson͉Ȅ“For what avail the plough or sail, Or land
or life, if freedom fail?ȩ͂੆͓Ȅ̹͘ȄWoodrow Wilson͉ȄȨI would rather belong to a poor nation





ȁHenry David Thoreau ͉ȄEmerson̦βϋ͈͙ͬဥ̞̀৽ಫ̱̹̭࣐͂ͬ൲́͜া̱





















ȁSachs͈ଽহഎ̈́ڰ൲͜இ̲ݑ̞̫͛̀͊ȄȨa matter of conscience”(29)̜́ͤȄ̷͉̯ͦ
̥͈͖ͦ͊ȄĲĺଲܮ಼͈ק৽݅৪̜́ͥThoreau̦̾̈́ͥͅȃ৘ष๞͉Ȅ“ Thoreau was his
model, and without the e[ample ofȦCivil Disobedience,ȧI doubt that Sachs would have turned out as he




־ے̞̞̹̀ȃ̭͈ത͉Sachs͂ވ೒̱̞̀ͥȃȨIn spite of his gentleness, Sachs could be rigidly
dogmatic in his thinking, and there were times when he let loose in savage ¿ts of anger, truly terrifying
outbursts of rage. ”(20) ̜̠͂ͥ͢ͅȄ๞͉ນ࿂എ̈́ؤ̥̯͉͂͞ၔໜ̱̞ࠣͅീ̦ͤ໨੄̳ͥ
শ̦̜̹͈̜̽́ͥȃ
ȁಭ໶ͬݵ๛̱̹ࠫضව̹ͦͣͦჄࣲ͈ಎ́੥̞̹๞͈ಠ੥̜́ͥThe New Colossus̞̾ͅ
̀͜ȄȨThe dominant emotion was anger, a fullblown, lacerating anger that surged up on nearly every





૽ۼ̜́ͥ຿૶͉Ȅຽ౲͈س࿑̯ͬ఑̻෫̽̀ȄȨBen is a terri¿c kid. We always taught him to
stand up for what he believes in, and I’d be crazy not to be proud of what he’s doing now. If there were






































The era of Ronald Reagan began. Sachs went on doing what he had always done, but in the new 
American order of the 1980’s, his position became increasingly marginalized. It wasn’t that he had 
no audience, but it grew steadily smaller, and the magazines that published his work became steadi
ly more obscure. Almost imperceptibly, Sachs came to be seen as a throwback, as someone out of 








pretended not to care, but I could see that the battle was wearing him down, that even as he tried to take







ŊŊŊȁThe Statue of Libertyบ෫࣭͂ز͈͒ಯ୽
　Aȁ၂ئম࡬
ȁĲĺĹķාĸ࠮͈౲ٴ́Peter͉Ȅ੝͛̀੄̧̹͉ٛ̽͂ͅȄȶۘఱ́ξȜκͺͅີ͙౶എȷ́
̜̹̽SachșȄȨIn ¿fteen years, Sachs traveled from one end of himself to the other, and by the time













̭̜͂́ͤȄȨI learned that I didn’t want to live. For some reasons that are still impenetrable to me, I






ȨI want to end life I’ve been living up to now. I want everything to change. If I don't manage to do
that, I'm going to be in deep trouble. My whole life has been a waste, a stupid little joke, a dismal
string of pretty failures. I’m going to be fortyone years old ne[t week, and if I don’t take hold of





͈̠̈́͢ેޙͬ఑ٳ̳̹ͥ͛ͅSachs͉ȄȨI don’t want to spend the rest of my life rolling pieces of
blank paper into a typewriter. I want to stand up from my desk and do something. The days of being a






























͛̀ڰ൲̱̞̀ͥऒ့ࠏ͈۪ޏ౬ఘȨChildren of the Planetȩ͈֥̜֚́ͤȄȨa crazed idealist, a


















We’d both become writers, we both knew that fundamental changes were neededȝbut whereas I
started to lose my way, to dither around with halfassed articles and literary pretentions, Dimmagio
kept developing, kept moving forward, and in the end he was brave enough to put his ideas to the












บ෫ْ̱̞̩̀ࠗͬএ̞̩͈̺̾ȃ̷͉ͦȄȨNot only would I be using it to carry out Dimaggio’s
work, but I would be using it to e[press my own convictions, to take a stand for what I believed in, to
make the kind of difference I had never been able to make before. All of a sudden, my life seemed to





ͥȃ๞͉ĲĺĵĶාĹ࠮ķ඾ͅ୆̤ͦ̀ͤ͘ȄুͣͬȨAmerica’s ¿rst Hiroshima babyȩ(ĳĶ)̜̞ͥ
͉Ȩthe ¿rst white man to draw breath in the nuclear ageȩ(ĳĶ)͂ࡤ͍ȄEnola Gay͈ໜ̥ͣFat Man
(̭͉ͦಿॄͅൎئ̯̹ͦࡔঊบ౮́Ȅࢩോͅൎئ̯̹͈͉ͦLittle Boý̜̦ͥȄै৪̦Ⴄঃ
എম৘ͬࢋ෇̱̞̀ͥ )̦ൎئ̯̹ͦশͅ୆̢̹̭̜ͦ͂ͬ̀͘ޑ಺̱̞̀ͥȃ๞̷͉̠̳ͥ
̭͂́Ȅƣু໦͈শయ͈ޔູͅু૸ͬ۾ဓ̵̯Ƥ (27)̀ȄȨOnce we acquired the power to destroy
ourselves, the very notion of human life had been altered; even the air we breathed was contaminated











́ȄȨȦWake up, America,ȧ. . . It's time to start practicing what you preach. If you don't want any more
statues blown up, prove to me that you're not a hypocrite. Do something for your people besides building
ີ५ఱڠ૽໲ڠ໐ܮါ
－ 232 －
them bombs. Otherwise, my bombs will keep going off. Signed : The Phantom of Liberty.ȩ͂Ȅ
ͺις΃ͅచ̱ܺ஝ͬ͛͞Ȅบ౮ͬैͤ୽௔̳̭̠ͬͥ͂ͬ͛ͥ͢͞୊ྶ̦੄̯ͦͥȃΞυς
ΑΠ͈୊ྶ໲͉͂։̈́ͤඊ౯എ༷֚́͜എͅྫၑ̈́ါݥ̳̫̩ͬͥͩ́̈́͜ȄȨDemocracy is












௨ͬ෫ٟ̱௽̫̹ȃ̷͈ۼȄȨThe world went through e[traordinary changes in those ten months.






















1. The Industrial Revolution and its consequences have been a disaster for the human race. They 
KDYHJUHDWO\LQFUHDVHGWKHOLIHH[SHFWDQF\RIWKRVHRIXVZKROLYHLQDGYDQFHGFRXQWULHVEXWWKH\
KDYHGHVWDELOL]HGVRFLHW\KDYHPDGHOLIHXQIXO¿OOLQJKDYHVXEMHFWHGKXPDQEHLQJVWRLQGLJQLWLHV
have led to widespread psychological suffering (in the Third World to physical suffering as well) 
DQGKDYHLQÀLFWHGVHYHUHGDPDJHRQWKHQDWXUDOZRUOG7KHFRQWLQXHGGHYHORSPHQWRIWHFKQRORJ\
ZLOOZRUVHQWKHVLWXDWLRQ,WZLOOFHUWDLQO\VXEMHFWKXPDQEHLQJVWRJUHDWHU LQGLJQLWLHVDQGLQÀLFW
greater damage on the natural world, it will probably lead to greater social disruption and psycho
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